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which, in his whims and his fancies, had brought his own attio
roorn into his mind, were simply due to the distracted Plato-
nist's sleeplessness in his room above!
Was the poor man intently listening to every word that was
uttered down here? Were they all deliberately keeping a
nervous scholar awake with their silly ctiatter about "excava-
tions" and "ghost-winds?"
And then he too turned his gaze, as all the rest were doing,
upon Uryen's astonishing visage.
"The man's still drinking that precious wine of his," he said
to himself, "but he doesn't look drunk—God! I've never
realized how tragic his face is! And it's not only his dead eyes.
He looks as if a part of his soul were sodden with some abomi-
nable suffering. He looks as if he's arguing with Claudius from
about a fifth of his consciousness; while the rest of it hangs
suspended on some colossal cross whose very enormity keeps
it from being seen."
It was at this point in his cogitations that he felt a desire to
go out for a minute; and rising up rather stiffly and awkwardly
—for he had a touch of what children call "pins and needles"
—he apologized to Nancy and moved to the door.
As he turned the handle he caught Wizzie's eye and gave
her a little reassuring nod, while he noticed that Jenny Dearth
glanced hurriedly at the ceiling, as if afraid that in his search
for what he sought he might disturb her father. He had hardly
closed the door behind him however, when it was opened
again from within, and none other than Uryen himself stood
beside him.
"Come to our place," the man murmured. "You'll wake
Old Wye if you go upstairs."
But our friend had a longing for air. "How do they get
out ?" he asked abruptly, looking at the door into the kitchen
and the door into the passage between the houses.
"In there," replied the man with an approving glance at
the kitchen where he had been given his tea, "and the way
upstairs is there, too. It's the same with us, only we've got a
lavatory down below. I'll lead the way if you don't mind.*'
He opened the door into the passage and our friend could not
help muttering the word "Dor-Marth" as he followed the
fellow's bulky form across that unlively threshold.
The "lavatory" referred to by his guide turned out to be

